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IN SEARCH OF COAL. 


“ Whilst at times Poor Pa’s ideas are really clever, now and again they become dreadfully childish. The latter is more often the case after an extra 
severe attack of ‘ Unsweetened.’ His latest scheme has been to turn up the back garden of the Mildeweries in a futile attempt to discover a coal mine. He 
ubsolutely declines to buy coal at the present price, and asserts that he will go on digging until he tumbles across a stray mine, or reaches the Antipodes. The 
chances are that we shall soon hear of Papa being in Australia. Mamma says she wishes he was there now. His present conduct is killing her.”’—Tootsit. 


RANTING ZAC. 


CAPTAIN ZACHARY Howarp, we learn upon the best 
authority, “was a gentleman born and bred.” He came 
into an estate in Gloucestershire, of fourteen hundred 

unds per annum, just as the Civil War broke out in 1641. 

fe mortgaged his property for £20,000, with which he raised 
a troop of horse for the service of Charles, who gave him 
the command of them. The cause lost and Zac penniless, 
re took to the road, “as did many great gentlemen in those 

avs, 

Whilst at Newenstle-on-Tyne, it reached Zac's ear that 
General Fairfax was about sending a man to his lady with 
some plate, which had been presented to him by the Mayor 
and Aldermen of that Corporation, and when the day came 
that the fellow set out with the prize, our highwayman also 
took leave of Newcastle and hurricd after the servant. He 
overtook him on the read, got in talk with him, passed him- 
self off asa Roundhead, and cried down the ranting cava. 
liers. They determimed to bear one another company. ) 


WHEN YOU FEEL LIKE INSURING YOUR LIFE—(Continued). 


They baited, dined, supped, and lay together, and so con- 
tinued in this friendly manner till the me 
within a day's journey of the seat where the lady 

Next day being the last they were to be togett | 
having come toa proper place, Zae pulled out a pistol and \ 
commanded the fellow to deliver his portmanteau, in which ; 


When yon have, in an unlucky moment, purchased When you are informed that the big brother of the When an ambitions amateur «lramatic author calls, are ‘ 1 cae The othe i \ 
a sual estate in Ireland, aud call persoually to cullect girl with whore affections you have been trifling insists as a special favour, to read you bis ucw and cutirely was the plate, valued at £250, The other being as deter. 
the rents, on coming upstairs. original burlesque, mined tu preserve his charge as Zac was tu take it frum 
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him, refused to comply. A sharp combat ensued, in which Zac had 
his horse shot under him, after a discharge of two or three pistols 
on either side, The encounter, however, still lasted, for our high 
Wayman continued to fire on fuot, till he shot his adversary through 
the head. 

Seeing the man was dead, Zac thought it best to get away as fast 
as possible, so, springing on the horse that carried the treasure, he 
a about tive miles from the spot where the deed had been done, 
and there deposited the portinanteau ina hollow tree, after which 
he made his way to the next town and dined, That night he 
reached Madam) Fairfax’s house at Farringdon, and delivered a 
letter he had taken from the dead man, written by Fairfax, and 
containing these words: “The Mayor and Aldermen have pre- 
sented me with al: puantity of plate, which [I have sent you by 
myo oman Thomas, anew servant whom F would have you treat very 
kindly, he being recommended to me by several gentlemen as a 
verv honest, worthy man,” 

The plate, of course, being inquired for, Zac readily told Madam 
that he was in danger of being robbed on the heath by suspicious 
persons, and therefore had lodged his charge in the hands of a sul 
stantial innkeeper, at such a town from whence he could fetch it in 
acouple of days, This statement pleased the lady very much, and 
she gave hima good supper and sent him early to rest after the 
fatigue of travelling. There were in the house Madam Fairfax and 
her daughter, two manservants and two maidservants, All these 
he bound and gagged, and, searching the house, bore away two 
thousand broad pieces of gold and some silver. He then went in 
search of the portmanteau, and took that away also, A good haul, 

On another occasion he robbed the Earl of Exsex of £1200, 
and the Earl of Pomfret of x purse and diamond ring. Pom- 
fret he compelled to get up behind his servant, and tied them 
back to back, He also robbed old Voll himself. Oliver and he 
being at the same inn, the highwayman made his acquaintance, 
and they spent a pleasant evening together, Later on, Zac visit 
Noll’s bedroom, and found him at prayers, Zac hit him on the 
head with the butt end of his pistol, frightening him out of his 
wits ;and gaging and binding him to the bedpost, he robbed him 
of twelve hundred jacobusses, Then he placed a pail of dirty water 
topsy-turvey on the pretender’s head, saying, “ As thou, no doubt, 
aspirest to be king, thus do crown thee.” He then went down. 
stairs, mounted his horse, which he had ordered to be ready, and 
rode away before poor Oliver could make anyone hear, 5 

But Zac, of course, was caught and hanged—in a white suit, by 
the way. He smiled, it is xvid, at Oliver, who had come to see 
the last of him, saying that if Noll had met with his reward, he 
would himself have been hanged several years before. 

* e * * * 
LAITEST FROM THE PORPERIES. 
billium iss opefle, butt a wate li evvy onn mi art. es 
thee pore ole retchid mann, by naim botlink, av agree too visitt 
the ighland. 

asukin duv aint inn itt with im, ‘ 

after wot e suffer at our ands in the seller (sea vol one 4 Ollidy), 
stil e beleeve. 

wee ar now startin, 

wi thiss glooom? 

(Next week,“ Fly-Papers.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


a 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Thanks; but we're unable, JENNIE. Surry, JACK, we do not 
know, Yea; if that's the case, ASSISTANT, Fou, of courac, would 
hare to go. No, we haven't, ALFRED WIRTON., Out of hoe 
ADMIRING PAL. Sorry, F.S. J., we cannot, Many thanks for 
Irtter, WAL. Quips would suit you grandly, JEMMY ; Have a 
ha'porth now and then, Storer would be glad to, HAROLD, If 
youll only awrite him ahen, Crowded out, we fancy, MAMMIE ; 
Many thanks for cheery note, Yowve his sympathy, A, CHAPPIE, 
ALLY's in the self-same boat. ‘ 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.028 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
epecial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 
NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


—£#150 


Wl he paid to the nert-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to fe Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” be fount upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 1 v'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 
aseer, Well, old man, how do you like your new servant ? 
Penhecker, Oh, she’s a wonder—a perfect marvel! Why, we've 

had her just over a fortnight, and Mrs. P. hasn't been able to scold 

her once yet. ae 
a 


Jones, T hada row with Brown last night about a small sum of 
money I owe him, 

Smith, How very unpleasant ! 

Jones, Ts it not?) However, there’s one consolation: the matter 
is off my conscience now, for he has entirely cancelled the obliga- 
tion by asking me to pay him back again. 

sf 
s 
You may never be asked for your “season” for months, 
Though vou carry it day after day. 
But leave it at home some tine morning for once, 
And the odds are that youll have to pay. 
ss 
* 

Shorman, Were, what in thunder’s become of the Tattooed Man 
of the Trackless Prairie? 

Assistant, Got caught ina shower of rain a-coming here, guv'nor, 
an’ ‘e's ‘ad to send out fora box o’ water-colours to touch hisself 
upagin, *,° 


Friend of the Family, And what are you going to do with your 
bov William! He's getting a big lad now, 

Father. Well, poor boy. [ hardly know what to say. You see, 
his speech ix so unintelligible, What would vou advise, now? 

Friend of the Family, There's only one thing that'll suit him 
exactly—make hima railway porter, 
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NCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 495.—The “ Moorish" Costume. 


“Hullo, Jack! I’m awfully glad to sce 
you! I want you to lend ine the two 


sovereigns you wwe ine.” 


Mrs, Muggins (from country 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No. 12.—Hook. 


THE NEW WATERPROOF. 


(Dedicated to lovers of “Un- 
sweetened.”) 


y MY 
f bi 
), Antics, indeed! I call it disgraceful ! 


“Did T! What am IT limpin’ 


to? 
eg 


“Say, Bill, did you ever try to stop a 
cross dog by looking him in the eyes ?” 
or 7— 
and where is that left car o' mine gone 


(Saturday, October 21, 1893, 


Inaured, But I can prove that if I tj ’ 
should have ae my arm. hadn't jumped when 1 it 
_Sceretary o ccidental Insurance Company, Vy vo 
a | I cannot make you any allowance, ae you ween hor at tii 
injured. “ia 
Insured, All right. Next time anything similar hay we ' 
let it go and break a limb, see if 1 don't, and then woul ye \ 
pay. *,° i 


ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT.— Mandie wants us 
2 DENT. MS 8 to tell 
good cure for blushing. — Well, darling, we think we eh af 
on ws ied Tight ine this une Let him kiss you as ofte; 
wants to, and you'll get xo used to it you won't be able to ris. - 
ghost of a blush after a week or two.” minal Sa 
se 


. 
THE self-made man of his deserts 
We do not wish to rob; 
But. oh, how proud he often is 
f quite a wretched job! 


= 
Decorator, Now, which would you prefer in this room, - 
dado or frieze? The latter would, of course, be the Cheaper. 
Millionaire Sugcr Boiler, Freeze be Dlowed! Tdon't wart 
freezin’ in my ‘ouse. Let's ‘ave a dado, by all means, and ‘an 
cost, 1 say, oe : i 
s 
Pedaqogue. The letter Q is always followed by the letter 0 
Bright Fice- Year-Old, Yes, sir; 1 knows that, sir, ; Wee 
Quips, sir. es 
s 


“Now, if I'd only been a man,” commenced Mrs. NV: 
“fT should have been happy,” i 


again the band was in considera 
s 


agger|y¥—_ 
mut in her worse half. And ose. 
le requisition. 

ball | 


Friend, 1 understand that your wife's mother is dying. | 
in pain? . 
The Sm-in-law. Not yet. es 
s 


Country Aunt. My dear Laura, why do you not move sth.o: 
more? You are getting quite fiat. 
Town Niece. Vve always understood, aunt, that “haste mein. 
waste,” and as I have too much waist already, [ naturally avo.) 
haste as much as possible. ie % , 
s 


Young Sharpshins, I say, dad, why are detectives always eo::). 
pared to the lynx? : 
Old Sharpshina, T suppose, my boy, it is because they are con. 
sidered lynx in the chain of evidence, 
ss 
* 
Lecturer, Now, let us look at the great natural elements. Ts). 
water now, for instance, what does it teach us! 
Ribald Student. Yo prefer Scotch whisky, sir. 
s * 


s 
Philosopher Pal. Can't get anything accepted. can't you? Oh, 
that’s hard. But never mind, you must write for Fume. 
aspiring Poet (cagerly), Al! which paper does he edit? 
sf 


s 
The Rowdy-Dowdy Boy. Oh, 1 say! T heard a lovely story 11-1 
night about the prima donna at the “Friv.” It is too rich to kev. 
Just wait a minute, and I'll tell it to vou. i 
Wr. Stratclace. If itis too rich to keep, you had better preserv 
it, my young friend. Good morning. 


s 
“ How shall I drown my woe?” he cried. 
All tearful and forlorn ; 
And she, who'd scorned his love, replied, 
“With goes of whisky warm.” 


s 
Sweet Young Thing, Really, Mr. Nipper, I cannot marry you. 
Mr, Nipper (bitterly). Don’t say “Cannot”; say * Will noi.” 
Sweet Young Thing. Well, really—er—er—I'd) rather not. say 
that, for there’s no knowing what might happen, vou know, 
*° Wedding annonne), 


Overheard in the Temple. 
First Barrister. Yes, poor fellow; very sudden, wasn't it! 
Only thirty-six! His was a brief existence. 
Sceond Barrister, Yes, old man, and a brietless one, too, Fm 
afraid, poor chap! *° 
Young Wife. I'm so sorry Jack; I made you a rump steak 
pudding for your dinner, and that thieving Fido dragged it ott the 
lenier shelf and ate it. 
Brutal Husband, Poor fellow! Did he linger long? 
ss 
s 
Poet (reading his poem), That was an original idea, was it not? 
Cruel Critic, It was. Two hundred years B.C, 
ss 


“GaRN!" said McGooseley, “you ain't got a penny to your 
name!” “’Tis false!” retorted his lordship, who was indeed stouy- 


broke. “'Tis false! I have a BoB to my name.” 
s 


a 
Young Wife. 1 say, John, Dr. Squills has sent in his account 
again. How on earth shall we pay it? ! 
Husband. Oh! don't worry over that, my dear, We'll ask him 
to supper, and have a quiet game of “ Nap” afterwards. 
s : 


ae 
THE modestest lady under the broad, blue canopy is Mrs. 
Sharrowonk. For satirizing her pet lamb the other week she 
threatens us with dimb-al proceedings ! 
ss 


s 

Father (sternly). That is all very well, young man, but can you 
support my daughter? 

Intending Son-in-law, Oh, yes! fairly well—that's to sas. [can 
support her for an hour or two, but I'll begin to get tired after that. 
She's thundering heavy, you know. 

ed 
s 

Cora, There goes that stuck-up Gladys Montressor. Fancy, my 
dear, she’s had three husbands ! ; 

Lily. My gracious! She must be very fond of married men. 

- 


s 
THEY were the best of friends for years, 
And then fell out. Of course 
You'll see the reason—it appears 
One bought the, other's horse. 


Teaty Traveller (sternly). Sir, f must insist upon your putting 
out your cigar immediately ! 1 object to smoking altogether ! 

Placid Passenger (still puffing). Indeed! Better try your power> 
of persuasion on the engine. *\* 


Country Cousin, And who do you consider the cleverest man i 
the room? 

Town Cousin, There he is—standing near the fireplace. " 

Country Cousin, Isn't that the man you told me was Jawkins. 
the eloquent Member of Parliament? 

Town Cousin, Yes; but I don't mean him. 
man behind him—that’s his private secretary. 


Ewery Monday. One HMalfpenny- 


LARKS! 


Ready Shortly. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


““CHRISTMAS LARKS.” 


I mean the youns 


Saturday, October 21, 1893. J 


TOOTSIE AT THE EMPIRE. 


—— 


Now is the time of year to visit the music-halls—the “‘alls,” as 
je provincial actor sarcastically dubs them, “You don't go to 
the halls, 
Miss Tout- 
sie?” — has 
often been 
said to me, 
Faney, not 
going to 
the halls! 
Fancy be- 
ing so be- 
hind the 
‘date — so 
out of the 
running, 
The first 

night M. 

Zola came 

to London 

he was very 
properly 

taken to a 

music-hall, 

and with it 
was de- 
lighted, as 
all French 
visitors 
are, The 
next week 
or two I 
mean to go 
the round, 
so much is 
changed 
since we 
started for our seaside tour. Here's Charley Morton at the 
Ialace, and Sidney Alport at the Alhambra, and Hugh J. Didcott 
holding the reins at the Trocadero, Every success to them, say I. 

And now, dears, having satisfactorily concluded dinner, suppose 
we start. “Hansom!” Certainly, Jump in, Tottie and Lardi, 
and leave a little room for me. 

The ballets at the Empire are always good, and The Girl I Left 
Behind Me ia the best thing they have yet done. The manage- 
ment seemed to have thought that they had as much right toa bit 
of Para as Sir Augustus had, and they have got their bit accord- 
ingly. 

The story begins at Epsom, on Derby Day, and Harry Overdale 
anda few other plungers have very much backed the wrong horse. 
This isa tine scene. There are gipsies everywhere, some dancing, 
and some telling 
fortunes, Harry 
vives oa dark- 
eved beauty his 
last’ silver coin 
to have his for- 
tune told. It is 
werth the 


Harry and his Sweetheart. 


money, He is 
joo marry the 
Indy of his 


choice, but not 
cuite vet awhile, 
for Colonel 
Mavyrose, his 
Mary's pa, does 
het approve of 
the mateh, 
Also hws Harry 
a rival, in’ the 
perroan of one 
Gentleman 
duck, otherwise 
John Dash- 
wood, whom pa 
favours, We 
follow Harry 
home to his 
rooms, and here 
he has a dread. 
ful dream, in 
which he is 
carried = men. 
tully to the 
Kingdom of Vices, where he witnessesa grand ballet of dice and cards. 
Harry determines to enlist, takes the Queen’s shilling, and we follow 
him to the docks, where a most realistic and substantially built 
up ship occupies the greater part of the stage. 

Now we are oft to Kurmah, where, after blazing away for awhile, 
victory crowns the efforts of the British troops. 

Everyone concerned in the production of this grand show is 
deserving of the highest praise—George Edwardes, of course, and 
Madame Katti Lanner for their big share, and Leopold Wenzel for 
his delightful music, Ryan, Emden and Telbin for their splendid 
scenery, Wilhelm, for his costume designs, and Miss Fisher, 
Auguste et Cie, and Angel for the way they have carried them out. 

As Gentleman Jack, Signorina Cavalazzi displays her panto- 
mimic gifts to great advantage. Miss M. Paston is a handsome, 
dashing Harry Overdale, and Miss A. Vincent plays Mary Mayrose 
charmingly, Miss Kate Seymour gives a very a ‘ul dance, and 

_~ . Bishop a gro- 
cm” tesque one, which 
is highly appreciat- 
ed. Sohn Ridley as 
Tim Maguire, Har- 
ry's faithful  ser- 
vant, too, is very 
good, and the danc- 
ing of Mlle. Sarcey 
and Signor Vincenti 
deserves every 
praixe. 

The pretty ballet 
of Katrina still 
occupies a place in 
the early part of the 
bill, and the variety 
entertainment is in 
good form. The 
Passmore Brothers, 
two clever eccentric 
comedians, get a lot 
of fun out of their 
turn, and the musi- 
cal Brothers Webb 
work hard and well. 
Paul Cinquevalli’s 


One of the Temptations, 


conjuring — always 
voes,  Ardel and 


Donaldson, in their 
“ Scenesat the Zoo,” 
are splittingly fun- 
ny. Charles Tilbury 
“ines well, and Marie Lloyd has got a newand awfully fetching song 
coiled, The Same Thing,” which causes joy to till the shirt-fronts. 

Decidedly, the Burmese battle scene is superior at Drury Lane, 
hut the real Empire promenade is, in reality, better fun than the 
brary Lane version—at least, it was so the other night. 


Gentleman Jack and the Gipsy. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A SPOILT ROMANCE. 


THE maiden starts ; 2 welcome sound 
Falls on her shell-like ears ; 

A sound which seems to quell her doubts, 
To chase away her fears. 


Oh, say, is it her lover's knock, 
Thus fills her with delight 

Sends this glad smile across her face 
Now radiantly bright? 


Is it his foot-fall, livid sound 
Vhich makes her rise in haste, 
And seek the door with eager step 
The joys of love to taste ! 


Alas, alas! that we such dreams 
Romantic must dispel. 

‘Tis all because she faintly hears 
The muftin-seller's bell. 


—_—_a—_—_ 


A DEFICIENT MEMORY. 

THE Sunday evening gathering of locomotive engineers at the 
Stokers’ Arms was rather larger than usual, and fully a score of 
off-duty drivers were gathered round the fire comparing experi- 
ences. The Midland and Great Northern men had told of some 
fast runs, and the Great Western's had graphically described the 
aspect of the country of the striking colliers. Then Bill Chibble- 
rough, who was only a L. C. and D. man, opened his mouth. A 
“L.C.and D.” man wasn't entitled tothe attention that a “ North- 
Western” or a * Northern” man was: you see they never broke 
any records, and it was even doubted whether any were preserved 
—save one of a frenzied run from Herne Hill to the Elephant, 
which had been doubted—and so Bill was barely listened to until 
his tirst few sentences proved that he really had something to say 
that was worth saying. 

“We've bin bringin’ back a lot of ‘op-pickers,” he said, “and of 
all the red-’ot roughs I've ever seen some of ‘em was the red- 
‘ottest. Talk about gipsies, why they wasn't in it! Whether the 
company ever got a fare from ‘arf of ‘em I'm sure I can't say, 
leastways it's not in my compartment—I mean de-partment—to 
inquire; but 1 know lots of ’em rode home by clingin’ to the 
buffers behind, or even climbin’ onto the engine in front. Last 
Sunday evenin’, jest as we come through Sittin’bourne, I spotted 
one jest on ahead, ‘George,’ says I to my mate, ‘jest give hima 
whistle,” and George did. But what did the fellow do, but jump 
on jest by the lamps—jest as you might onto a passin’ tram—and 
there he set. We was tearin’ along at the rate of at least——" 

“Go easy, Bill. co easy !” shouted a dozen voices in chorus. 

“Well, I should say at least e¢git miles a hour,” continued Bill, 
taking heed of the interruption ; “and just then we passed close to 
the rails of a farmyard. Some chickins was scattered about all 
over the line and tlew up as we passed, and, you'd ‘ardly believe it, 
as an old cock flew up I'm blowed if that. there ‘opper sittin’ on 
the front of our engine didn't catch it. in his ‘ands, ‘Well,’ 
thinks I, ‘you deserve it for your smartness’: all the same, 1 
didn’t know whether there mightn't be some trouble about it— 
p'rhaps the farmer might write to the Company about it—so I says 
to my mate, ‘George, says I, ‘when we gets over the p'ints, 1 
couple o’ miles or so ahead, you take charge o' the lever whilst rm 
go to the front and take that chickin away from him.’ ‘Right you 
are,’ says George. So, when we'd got over the pints I crawled 
along, past the near-side drivin’ wheel, and what d'ye thigk had 
happened ?” 

“Give it up,” they cried in chorus. 

“Why, you'll ‘ardly believe it. but that ‘op-picker had ackshally 
coaxed that chickin into layin’ hima couple of eggs, an’ there he 
was a suckin’ of ‘’em—” 

“ Here, hold on, Bill!” 
the chickin was a cock. 

Bill paused. It was easy to see that, in his ambition to shine 
amongst the other narrators, he had come a cropper. There was 
no way out of it. 

“Nineteen pints of mild-and-bitter,” he said to the potboy, with 
acrestfallen air; “J°// pay for “em!” 

Narrators of actual personal experiences should have good 
memories. 


cried a South-Eastern man; “you said 


. 


MAN’S INGRATITUDE. 


“ How sharper than a serpent’s touth it is 
Tu have a thankless —Family."—KinG LEAR, 


Why sits the Wreck in woe? 
Why do his teardrops flow ! 
Why is he swearing so 

Djammily, djammily ? 
Well may he cuss and ery! 
Well may he sob and sigh ! 
He's been insulted by 

All his vast “ Family "! 


Spot ye his scowl so grim? 
Note ye each quaking limb? 
See the sweat swim from him 
Clammils, clammily ? 
Well may the mouldy sage— 
Well may he writhe and rage, 
Scorned, in his olden age, 
Scorned by his Family! 


Poor, foolish Friend of Man, 

Waiting the prison van, 

Cursed with the hump of an 
Extra-sized camel, he 

Rots in a loathsome gaol : 

For, to provide him bail, 

SLOPER could not prevail 
On his base Family ! 


——_-—__ 


OLD ENGLAND FOR EVER! 


Does it never strike you when you get up o' mornings and toast 
the new day in a sizzling citrate of magnesia that you have a deuce 
of a lot to be thankful for? Aren’t you bubbling over with health- 
ful glee when you retlect upon the facts that Britannia still rules 
the waves and that old England is your nation! (Fancy, if you'd 
been born a Mashona, or one of Lobengula’s impis, or an irrespon- 
sible animal of that sort!) Isn't thisa glorious country? It has 
longer rivers, and more of them, and they are muddier and deeper, 
and run faster, and rise higher, and make more noise, and do more 
damage than anybody else's rivers. Our railroads are bigger, our 
railway trains run faster and squelch into one another oftener, and 
kill more people than all the other railroads in this or any other 
country. Our ironclads are mightier, fightier, longer and broader, 
and burst their boilers oftener and run aground more frequently, 
whilst the captains swear a confoundation sight harder than any 
other captains in any other known country. Then look at our 
fellow-men. Aren't they taller, stouter, longer, and thicker, and 
can’t they fight and drink harder, and lean upon a tavern counter 
more ages ap than the men of any other country?) And 
what about the girls?) Aren't they prettier, don't they dress finer, 
and get through more ready money at Snipp and Tareit’s Great 
Autumn Clearance Sale—don't they, in short, raise the very old 
pect eman generally to a greater extent than the girls of any other 
ibitable country, or even Dahomey? And our kids! Oh, SLOPER 
must have a word for the kids. Can’t they yell louder, grow faster, 
smoke earlier, get too expansive for their father’s altered trousers 
sooner, and reach their majorities about two or three years ahead 
of the kids of other countries! Rather! And that's why we hold 
the place that we do, and intend to keep on holding it, together 
with everything else that comes in our way, including the capital 
of Matabeleland and the whole of Christmas week. 
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A WELL-TIMED RESCUE. 


—~—- 


“Bur tell me, father, why T may not touch those funny little 
mud cakes, or play with those boxes that tick like clocks?” 

“ Because, Gretchen, 
those are not toys for 
little hands to play with, 
nor, indeed, for little 
tongues to prattle about 
—hem!” 

It is so seldom that 
Max Schafer — speaks 
abruptly to his mother. 
less little girl, that the 
big violet eyes swim with 
tears, and her lips begin 
to twitch and quiver. 

Then her father catches 
her up and hugs her to 
his heart. 

She is all he has in the 
world to love. All else 
he hates and despises. 
He is as Ishmael with his 
hand against every man, 
and every man’s against 
him. He sees no salva- 
tion for society save 
through destruction ; and 
against law and author- 
ity he and his associates 
wage war in their own 
fashion. He has seen the 
inside of more than one 
State prison, and his life 
has lived under the 
shadow of the ecatfold. 

Gretchen pleads, with 
all the pertinacity of childhood for leave to play with that little 
box with so many wonderful wheels that tick and click so prettily ; 
but this time she pleads in vain, and Max carefully locks the door 
of his laboratory, attaches the key and chain to his waistband, 
and, without another word, hurries from the presence of the ouly 
being whom he loves on this earth. His lot has been a hard one, 
Few of the comforts of this life have been his. Everyone's hand 
seems to be against him, Can it be wondered at, therefore, that 
his hand is turned against everyone else! 

One day Max tells his little daughter to put on her hood and 
cape. They are going to take a walk. He leads her along past 
stately mansions with beautiful gardens and lawns. 

“Tell me, papa,” says Gretchen, “who are the people who dwell 
in those beautiful houses?) Surely they must be very good people 
to be allowed to 
have so many lovely 
things!” 

Voor child! she 
little knew that she 
was touching her 
futher upon a point 
upon which he was 
mad—yes, mad is the 
ouly word ine which 
we can describe it. 

“My child,” Max 
replies, gloomily, 
“they are those who 
fatten) and = grow 
sleek upon the blood 
of their fellow-crea- 
tures — vampires, 
tyrants, enemies of 
their race!” 

“Strange,” says 
the child; “they 
look quite kind, 
some oe them.” 

They come at last 
to a mansion more 
beautiful than the 
rest, With servants in 
gorgeous liveries 
E lounging in front of 

= its portals, 
From under their hoofs, ax glances ap- 
parently carelessly 
at the | dong house, then leads his child down a narrow street 
alongaide it. 

“Wait here for me,” he says, and, leaving her standing there, he 
spproscies the portico of the side entrance of the mansion. 

hen he takes from beneath his overcoat the mysterious present 
he has brought for the owner of the house, and places it within the 
shadows of the great pillars. This done, he returns towards where 
he has left the little one standing. 

But where is she? He had left her leaning against the railings 
looking wistfully at the flowers and ornaments which decorated 
the windows, He hurried along towards the direction he had last 
seen her. 

She has crossed the street, but, on secing him advancing, she re- 
crosses to meet him. A carriage and pair dashes round the corner, 
the child, startled, turns, and, with a shriek, stumbles. A cry 
escapes Max, he is too far from her—the horses are too near for him 
to save her. But 
a stately man, 
who _has_ just 
turned down the 
street, dashes 
acros and 
snatches the child 
almost from 
under the hoofs. 
Then, unconcern- 
edly, he advances 
towards the por- 
tico. But Max 
seizes him by the 
arm and dashes 
him from the spot. 
The stranger is 
dumbfounded. 
Evidently he has 
to deal with a 
madman. 

“General,” cries 
Max, “you must 
not enter there! 
You have saved 
my child, I will 
save you!” 

He rushes back 
to the big pillars 
of the portal, 
where the square 


lay; 
, he 
cans grasp —_ it, 
there is a tlash, 2 terrific roar, and the very earth is shaken, and 
the unfortunate Max falls shattered to the earth, 

“They'd studied my moments very closely,” said the General, 
as he watched the litter bearing Max to the mortuary, “ Every- 
thing was accurately timed,” 


“Those are not toys.” 


A Terrific roar, 
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ta Sa My LT mt 
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THE SERENADE. 
Te wae singing “Cood-uight, sweet love,” when the 
terol knight behind tapped hin geutly but druly wore 
iu anver than in surruw, on ye cruste, ze 


“1 Lula great mind to pick a quarrel with him.” 


“A great 
mind ¢ Inpossible, Sir Charles !" 


Mudvank, porter ¢ 


62 Mise Sloper will he delighted to receive photographs from those 
uf her friends whose portraits have nut yet been tuserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


A. SLOPER had been reading in his Sunday paper how her dusky African Majesty, 
Sophia, Queen of the Sudecs, was rewarded for her acting as a“ loyal citizen” during 
the recent Bombay riots, by Lord Harris, and how she presented herself before the 
Governor, bringing her fro kings with her, when he started up, observing, * Here's 
off!" “Oh, drat it, SLOPER,” cried his wife, “why can't you sit quiet and comfurt- 
able on a Sunday afternoon? Besides, the public houses won't be open for another 
hour.” Bidding her cease, he lastencd to Clapham Junction there and then, and 
took a third return to Sudce, Sudee is a nice place, where the ladies are all fine large 
Amazons, and masculine to a degree. A,SLOPER took snap shots at a few of ‘em. 
-—(1). The above is a Sudee policeman, who directed A. SLOPER the way to the 
Royal Palace.—(2) Also one of the Household Brigade. She and A. SLUPER ad- 
juurued to the regimental canteen, where they bad a pot of Sudee fuur-half together, 
and she offered tu take him fur a walk in the Sudee park on Sunday, when she would 
be on leave.— (3) He also nile the acquaintance of one of the Queen's navee: a 
jolly tar who presented him with a plug of tubaccu frou her own chocolate lips as a 


MORE INUNDATIONS.—McSWINE 


No, 309.—M1ss Jessik EMNDEN, 
“Oh, what « world of loveliness is there 1" - The Dook Savek, 
“Td barter all Town to win her love !" —-Lord Bob, 


“Could [but frame the words to paint my passion {" 
— The Hon, Billy, 


Q)) After a slight shower the ather day, MceSwine led his flock to other pastures. “ Dear me,” said Swine, “there's 
McNab’s legs foatiu’ past; the heutheu's decd ut lest.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Traveller (in haste). Am Tin time for the acxt train to 


Porter, Pleuty of time, sir—1y.50 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE QUEEN OF THE SUDEEs. 


[Saturday, October 21, 1893, 


“Must have stimulants somehow, | 
Take it under cover of afternoon ter. 
husband is 80 suspicious."— Bet; 


to-morrow morning, Letter of Young Lady, 


token of affection; but it only made him unwell, Queen Sophia was most eriei 
to the Eminent, especially when she found he was a subject of Queen Vieturis % 


ix it possible, your Majesty,” inquired A, 5 tt, “their majesties are not 
each other 7% Jealousy is unknown in this country,” she replied. Psheult toy 
thonght your Maiesty’s charms—" began the FLOM. “How do you tke 
crown 2” asked she, hastily. “Cl ine! he repliel—<(4) “Vermit n ‘ 
she, “Why, it tits you beantifally yl try on your hat? Thanks, New. > 
cried, “Wwe are man and wife! “Salute me.” “But, your Majesty,” stammere! | 
Agéa, “T have one at home."’s “Hal then vo and feteh her’ But there mivtt 
ructions, your Majesty.” “T think not,” said she, sweetiy, as she toyed with i pret! 
little curly bladed dayyer about three feet long.—-(5) Later, when A, SLOr ric can 
suddenly upon the two other kings, he thought that jealousy might be known ol 
np tnd fetet Mr 


IN TROUBLE. 


(2) Lut the Elder was only somersaniting with joy at the frest weather, aud came np richt under Swine, Whoeaid, * st 
AWLal jidyment iz this, When Lattering rams are rising out o° the duuds ¢ 
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VERY, 


Dowie hill ° 


es 
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AA \ y i Be 
: < = 2 Tee. ‘Rev? ‘Tom Mann- 


Mie » Prinee AG-Canmberwell> aoa 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Now, then, lads and tasses, this way for absolutely the greatest show on earth, this way! All the waited, the Sarey Is yet again the scene of joy :—Taat week at Islington ag show Of dairy stuff 
week have [toiled to get together a goodly show, and here is the result of my labours, Walk up, ex held, you know The Sestive Corney’a back once more To set his patrons in a rear :—Tom 
then, ladies and gentlemen, we're just about to commence.— Zhe Mecho Shicld—important prize— —— Mannas eurate—teell, it secma A thing ond our wildest dreams.—There you are, my hearties, 


hor safety at the Guildhall lics:—The coxt of coal goes down the hill, But what a price it Vin sorry to say that’s all Dean do for you this week, Come back again about the same time next, 
tetches still :—The Prince of Wales performs his part, dn patronising London art :—Ounce more awd get another treat from—THE SLOPBRIAN SHOWMAN, 


NY 
“BY THE CARD.” 


Pater, Al, Bertie, Bertie, you didn’t sleep at home again last 
bight. Bertie, Sail ri’, dad—hal “nap” at club inshtel. 


oe 


©Which is your chair, Miss Punetillio?" “They are all my chairs, Mr. Dashwood!" “Hat of 


\ 


aes 


course; but Which do you most affect 2° * DT don't affect one! were Una another; do you think | “Tm just returned from the seaside.” “Glial to hear it, ad 
“Hullo, coals, are you out on strike?” weigh atone” man, I thought you'd come from a burnt-out lumatic asylum, 
° 
y > ‘ Pate a —- —_— a at TURAL UL TT TO > toa Fars. ae tt 4 Rte KG ee 
i. > me - - >= : P TRIBE Py iweb Se I Pars Are 5 ; 4 hed. 3 Site Apion ae ‘ 1 Pe it ana 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


Sips 


£150 INSURANCE PAID. 

We have this day paid, in accordance with the terms of “ Ally 
Sloper’s Railway Accident Life Insurance,’ the sum of £150 to 
Mrs, GEORGE WRIGHT, 
31 Gordon Road, Swindon, 
Wilts, she being the wife 
and next of kin of George 
Thomas Watkin Wright, 
who, in the early morning 
of Saturday, Septem. 
ber 23rd, met his death 
near Pensarn, on the Lon- 
don and North Western 
Railway. This isthe Ninth 
£150 Claim we have met, 
making a total of £1350 
paid away by “Ally Slo- 
per’s Free Kailway Acci- 
dent Life Insurance.” 


The following ia a short 
account of the sad_acci- 
dent: —“On the Friday 
evening, deceased, who 
lived ut Swindon, received 
a telegram stating that his 
father, who lived at Aber- 
gele, was dying, and ask- 
ing him to come at once to 
see him. Mr. Wright left 
the same evening, and, 
arriving at Khyl about 
midnight, found that he 
was unable to proceed by 

: train to Abergele, the last 
train having left. He determined to walk, and was directed in the 
right read; but it is supposed that, intending to take a short cut, 
he got on to the railway, where he was run into by a train and 
killed.” A copy of * ALLY SLOPER’8 HAUF-HOLIDAY,” dated Sep- 
tember 23rd, 1843, was found on the body of deceased, shortly after 
the accident, by Dr. Hughes and Police Constable Joseph Wright. 


WE read in a contemporary “that the Duke of York was so 
indignant at being kept waiting in a railway station for five 
minutes by the Marquis of Londonderry, that he refused to 
converse with him. How lucky for the Marquis that we are not 
in the middle ages. Heads were so easily removed in those days. 
Royalty, althouzh they may be in fault, as was most certainly the 
case with the Duke of York, are not to be trifled with. 


s 
Now that the winter dancing season is commencing again, we 
heara lot about the difticulty of tinding men ready to take part in the 
ny owillz or : 
lancers, 


creases yearly, and, 
if things go on as at 
present, the dancing. 
man will soon become 
extinct. The — be- 
haviour of the young 
lady who is bringing 
ano action for dam- 
ages against aclumsy 
nartner who fell on 
rer whilst) dancing 
and broke her leg is 
anything but encour- 
uging to the timid 
male, and calculated 
to frighten him off 
terpsichorean  exer- 
cise for ever, 

Ld 


s 

IT is quite untrue 
that the pitiless 
Bloodwing is about \ 
to tender his resigna- 
tion to the Ball's 
Pond Banditti. The 
Captain has no such — y 
intention, as readers 7 
of Larks! may see 
for themselves ; the 
ruthless deeds of daring performed by the youthful desperadoes 
being graphically illustrated weekly in that colossal comic. 


sa * 

__ THERE is likely to be trouble in Stageland before long. At least, 
it fears us muchly such will be the case, after perusing the state- 
ment that a movement is on foot among ballet ladies, chorus 
girls, and other lesser feminine fry of the theatrical fish kettle 
to get their names upon the programme. The only difticulty_will 
be that, in 0 place like the Empire, or Alhambra, or Drury Lane 
at pantomime time, the bill of the play would have to be con- 
siderably enlarged. But this shouldn't hurt the management, It 
ix the refreshment contractor who supplies the programmes, and 
the names of the many dainty ladies would be much more interest- 
ing reading than the eternal advertisements, 


Comyns CARR seems to have “struck ile,” as the sa ing goes, at 
the first attempt ; and he, in conjunction with Sydney Grundy, must 
he congratulated upon the production of a play of such sterling merit 
as Suing the Wind, Seldom has a more interestin B eee been 
seen upon the Comedy Stage, and the reception acco it nightly 
reminds us of the palimiest days of Hawt.ey, The caste engaged 


in the interpretation of the piece is a very strong one: such names 
ns those of Brandon Thomas, Cyril Maude, Sydney Brouch, Rose 
Leclerq. Annie Hughes, and Winifred Emery requiring no word of 
recommendation from us, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Ix conjunction with the two ballets, Fidelia and Chicago, 
Raffin's Pig and Monkey are now the chief attractions at the 
Alhambra Theatre of Varieties. . 

Everyone should see the latter 
pair of oddities. Their antics are 
whimsical in the extreme, and 
their performance generally reflects 
great credit mon their clever 
trainer, That the ballets are ex- 
cellent goes, of course, without 
saying. But we have not sufficient 
space at our disposal in which to 
dilate upon the beauties of the two 
gorgeous spectacles, so go and see ~ 
for yourselves. “0 


THE statement that Cousin Eve- 
lina has been asked to contribute 
a series of “Toilet Hints” to 
Larks! need cause the readers of 
that mighty ha‘porth no appre- 
hension. It is utterly without 
foundation. *,° 


Poor old England! it’s in a 
very bad way, evidently. Within 
the last month its champion 
eculler, billiard-player, and yacht 
have all suffered defeat at the 
hands of the representatives of 
other countries, The decisive 
victory of the Yankee Vigélant in 
the America Cup was the last 
blow. Nothing now remains but 
for A. SLOPER to exert himself, and by challenging Sullivan, 
and the captain of the Vigilant, revive England's fallen fortunes, 

ae 


a 
(THE statement that the Hon. Billy is about to contribute a 
thrilling serial to Zarks/ isa bit mixed. Billy certainly did sug- 
gest such a thing, but the bright editor of that brilliant ha’porth 
promptly declined the offer—without thanks. 


s 

Now that the long, dark nights havs set in, Billiam the Burglar 
once again prepares to get to business. The revolver is cleaned 
and oiled, the 
jemmy and cen- 
tre-bit looked 
to, and wedges, 
drills, and other 
items of the 
crib-cracker's 
outfit thorough- 
Wy overhauled. 
ikes is getting 
every year more 
scientific in his 
rofession, and 
it behoves all 
who would re- 
tain session 
oftheir property 
to keep the 
weather optic 
wide open, and 
tolook carefully 
to all windows, 
doors and fas- 
Lani A.SLO- 
PER is eastin 
his eye aroun 
Mildew Court, 
which, strange 
toray, has never 
yet u burg. ¥ 
ariously enter- 
ed, But, then, 
it is almost impossible to be too careful, nowadays, isn’t it? 

ss 


s 
THEY have a variety artiste in America who can utter four 
hundred intelligible words a minute. We don't think much of 
that ; we knowa a many men over here who would back their 
wives to give the Yankee a good start and a beating. : 
ss 
2 
EARLY in the new year, Imre Kiralfy intends transferring Venice 
—gondolas, gondoliers, and his whole stock in trade—to Paris, 
where he has engaged one of the largest buildings in that city. it 
rumour goes for anything, Imre intends surpassing his London 
show ; and if this be the case, Parisinns are to be envied. France 
knows how toappreciate a good thing when she gets hold of it, as 
is proved by the extensive circulation of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Houipay ” in that country. *° 


In the columns of a daily contemporary a correspondent sug- 
gests the creation ofa tub cco fund for the benefit of the miners 
out on strike, Just so. Perhaps, at the same time, some kindly 
individual wii] start an “ Unsweetened” fund for the benefit of 
A. SLOPER, ee 

s 


THE Mildewed Yachtsman has this day conferred the “ Award 
of Merit” upon Lord DUNRAVEN, because he made a plucky fight 
with the Valkyrie. “Feyther,” murmured the Azure-Orbed Helms- 
man, “ England's been beaten, but not disgraced, and I'm real glad 
to see you've giv yer diploma to Dunny, who's a good feller and a 
fine sportsman. Besides, being pally with ‘im, you might git a 
hinvitation for a cruise. They wouldn't want no danger lights 
aboard with your boko, would they?” And yet again Alexandry 
paid the dread penalty of his rashness. 

s@ 


s 

For the benefit of the uninitiated, and by special request, we beg 
to submit to our readers sundry reasons why everyone in the British 
Isles should purchase f 
Quips, To commence 
with, because, without 
a doubt, it is the best 
paper of its kind that 
can be purchased for 
the humble but ofttimes 
useful ‘a’penny; _sec- 
ondly, because it licks 
creation; thirdly, be- 
cause it is patronised by 
all the crowned heads 
of Europe ; and, lastly, 
berause that benevolent 
old cuss, A. SLOPER, : 
recommends it. Do * 
not these reasons suf- 
fice? If not, we have .° 
several more up our ‘4 
sleeve. But surely we 
have said = enough. 
Your hearts are not 
stone, nor your brains 
batter, Quipe is going 
splendidly at present, but we want it to go still more splendidly. 

sf 


. 
It is stated in a contemporary that there ore sixty thousand 
bald-headed men in England. It would be interesting to learn 
how many of them are married. 


LSaturday, October 21, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FUR THE WEEK ENDING 28TH OCTOBER, 1493, 
22nd October, 1818.—Under this date, Moore says «: 
when Wilkie, the painter, was taking portraits of Sir Walter ee 
family, the eldest daughter said to hin, “We don't know aren } 

think of those novels (the Waverley series), We have cree 
papa’s papers. He has no particular study—writes everyt)i),. 
the midst of us all; and yet we have not seen a single seray, os 1) 
MS. ; but, still, we have vur reason for thinking thei his cay a 
is, they are the only works published in Scotland of which... 
are not presented to papa.” Scott once gave his honour t, ‘1 a 
Prince Regent they were not his, and the same to Sheridan. . 


ss 
23rd October, 1876.—This day the Lord Mayor enterts,, 
at the Mansion House about 300 actors, actresses, and dei. 
authors, Mr, Phelps returned thanks for the toast of ~ |) 
Dramatic Profession,” Mr. Buckstone for comedy, and Mr. hy 
croft for modern comedy. Mr, Phelps said that by “a pecut,.. 
economic method of his own” he had made Shakespeare nis a 
Sadler's Wells. Nowadays one live soldier carrying before si, 
behind him a couple of dummy soldiers tixed to a board thro, 
which his own bony jased the want of the dummies’ les |y..,, - 
concealed by the profile battlements, would not do at the Lyeen:,_ 


24th October, 1883.—Captain Mayne Reid, the poy: 
novelist, died this day. 


NN ee ereecen 5. 
25th October, 1832.—Charles Soutar was this day oy. 

victed, at Edinburgh, of stealing the body of the Earl of Craw {.:,: 

and was sentenced to five vears’ penal servitude. : 


sparring an unlawful exhibition. Such are the fantastic tricks te 
men dressed in a little brief authority.” Bee 


a 
27th October, 1834.—Raikes, under this date, recoris ti. 
death of the Earl of Derby (on the 21st) at Knowsley Park. His tirt 
marriage was with the daughter of the Duke of Hamilton ; and, on 
her death, he married Miss Farren, the actress. He was eighty-tw. 
years old when he died. 


28th October, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this av 
says: “The ‘mother-in-law’ is a proverbial subject for scoiinz 
remarks in France, and hardly a day passes without some news 
publishing a jest at the old lady’s expense ; but a countryman r { 
Castain, living at Espas, in the Department of the Gers, w: \ 
very different opinion ; indeed, his relations with his wife's moth++ 
were not only of a friendly, but of a tootender character, One tin 
day Castain and his belle-mére, putting their heads together, deter. 
mined to get rid of the wife and daughter, and to this intent 1:0... 
phorus was inserted in the soup served up tothe unfortunate \ oun: 
woman. The dose, however, was not strong enough to cause de:t:. 
and Madame Castain escaped with a tritlin indisposition. Atier 
an interval the dose was repeated, but Madame Castain—now on 
her guard—speedily detected the presence of phosphorus in her 
soup, and, taking up the plate, ran off with it to the Mairi, where 
she lodged a fornal corny aint, Castain and his flighty mother-is- 
law have just been tried at the local Assizes, and each of them |. 
been condemned to ten years’ hard labour.” 


A GOOD REASON. 
SHFE's the loveliest of creatures, 
Curly hair of golden hue, 

Pearly teeth and perfect features, 
Eyes that sparkle like the dew. 
Fair complexion—all her own, too, 
Voice the sweetest ever heard, 

Even tempered—never known to 
Speak a single angry word. 
All her great perfections knowing, 
I adore her as my life. 
Why don’t I propose? Well, owing 
To the fact that she’s my sie. 
al 


A VERY OLD SAW. : 

WHEN A. SLOPER's esteemed fellow-toiler in the liter: 
vineyard, Mr. Alexander Pope, encumbered this sphere, he wrote: 
certain essay which began, “A little knowledge is a dangeron- 
thing : drink deep or taste not the Shans spring ;" but A. lop 
was behind the time—even his time. What you need nowadays 
sandwich with the “little knowledge” you are able to pick up by 
reason of the pace at which we are travelling is a little cool chees. 
with an occasional tarradiddle chucked boldly in. 

At the bar of the Pelican and Polypus, the other night. stood a 

entleman attired in seedy black. By his argument, addressvil ty 
half a dozen idlers, he sought to show that the path of learuins 
had lately been cleared of all thorns and brambles. 

“§'pose you go in for chymistry,” said he. “If ye only knows 
little bie o’ Greek and Latting, why, chymistry’s as easy as callin 
orf a roof. I'll give yer an exarmple. Hydro is a Greek word, sud 
means water, Therefore, hydro-gin must be gin-and-water, Clair 
as day! Who's goin’ to stand twopenn’orth?” 


—.————— 


A FAMILY PARTY. 

THEY took the rear seat in the train and kept one eye on the 
door and the other lovingly bent on each other. She was buxe', 
ruddy-faced and thirty ; he was sallow, dandified and twent) 
they both were so nervous that ther attracted everyone's :itte 
Just before the train pulled out, she gave a sudden, choking g'1 
and, turning pale as death, whispered, hysterically : 

“Good Lord, Jim, there’s my husband !” ' 

“What!” stammered Jim, turning three colours in rapid succes 
gion, and grabbing at the window fastenings for support. 

But before they could say more the old man was upon them. 

“So you thought you'd elope, did you?” he said, sharply. 

There was no reply. 

“Do you mean business, you two?” 

No reply. The woman looked icy defiance. 
apprehensive of an outbreak. 

“ Are you tired of me, Sniry?” pee 

“Yes!” she hissed. “1 don't want ever to see your face 9211" 

“ And you won't never come back and ask to be forgiven: 

“Never. I'd rather die than be your wife!” she almost shrieked. 

“And you are in dead earnest, Jim, are you?” 

“Yea,” growled Jim, half sullenly, half defiant. 

“ And you won't give my wife up?” . : a 

“No, I wont !” snorted Jim, drawing back as if expecting 4)" 

“You both mean it, then, for good and for always, do your pe 
sisted the old man, “No monkey business about it, hey? 

“Never, never!” cried both, emphatically. ; ae 

“Well, that’s all right, then,” said the old man, looking as" 
great load were lifted off his mind, “I'll goand coax your met 
froin behind the door of the ticket office. We were going to =!" 
off ourselves, but we'll join you children and make it a res'.* 


family party.” 
ee ee 
Ewery Wrednesday- Tw wropence- 


JUDY. 


‘ Ready Shortly. One Shilling. 


“rm SOCIETY-’ 


The Round Table Annual for 1894. 


The man looke! 
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THE NEW MADNESS. 


™ moatern os 
of madness (ness, 
Is melancholy sad- 
Or so, you see, this 
Scientist doth say. 
The mania’s never 
cheery, (dreary— 
But always dreary- 
The melancholy mad- 
ness of to-day ! 


If the doctor would 
have madness 
Display a little glad- 
ness, 
But a recipe he doesn't 
give us, eh? 
The Admirable Sir 
Crichton 
Would have each 
one a bright ‘uu— 
But, ah! how cure 
this madness of 
to-day ? 
No doubt the thing 
that often 


—-. 
By Mf they rev 2 
“ths they d, be ewed’ 
i 


Makes many a cranium soften, 
Is the modern puling, pessimistic bray. 
If people scorned these growlers, 
And dismal, dumping howlers, 
'Twould check this “ moony " madness of the day, 


THE LADY BARBER. 

Poor little thing, she loved him very dearly. She was only a 
‘) iy barber,and he a proud young ledger clerk with thirty shillings 
week if a farthing; but a cat may look ata king, and as little 
Kitty Vaselini lovingly twisted that fine moustache, scraped the 
subble from the exquisitely chiselled chin, or ran her trembling 
uicers caressingly through the dark, clustering ringlets as she 
rubbed in the pomade d'almonde, her foolish, timid little heart 
heat with great jerks against her stay busks,and she felt she would 
jave viven the whole world to have won the treasure of his love. 

But, alas! he—Henry de Blotterscratch—knew not the tierce, 
burning passion he had aroused. With all the easy lightness of 
the accomplished man of the world, he would keep up a running 
ure of chatf as her trembling fingers plied the razor or scissors. 

He» would boast of his conquests, too—his conquests! Ah, 
merciful powers ! how her heart sickened at the thought ; and yet, 
nuderlying all his banter, there was a suspicion of genuine 
ulmiration for the pretty little hairdresser. 

But he was weak, Conscious of his mauly perfection, surrounded 
hy all the gilded temptations of his social sphere, what wonder 
that he failed to distinguish the gold from the dross, and preferred 
the somewhat massive charma of the sole daughter and probable 
heiress of a well-to-do publican down Cold Harbour Lane, 

He made no secret of his admiration and poor little Kitty's 
leart fairly failed her one afternoon, when, half boastfully, 
half in order 
ty note the 
etieet_ of the 
intelligence, 
he told) her 
that at a half- 
crown Cin 
derella to 
which he was 
coing on the 
merrow he 
meant to lay 
jus heart at 
thy heiress’s 


leet, 

Voor little 
Kitty, her 
rVes were 
very red thatCgy 
evening, and 
kind-hearted 
Dolly Snip. 
pito, a fellowassistant who shared her room, soon had an explana- 
tion, She said little then, but her mind was made up on one point, 
at least : Henry de Blotterscratch should never see that ball. 

All unsuspicious. he came in about one for a “hair cut and 
shave,” and dropped lazily into one of Dolly's chairs. 

There was a curious smile upon that young lady's face as she 
spread the pink print cloth around his neck, and it changed to 
one of positive delight as she noted that her victim half slumbered, 
for he had consumed endless bitters that morning, with the hope 
of ultimately getting his pluck to the sticking point. 

Very rapidly she got to work. Clip, clip, went the shears—their 
music was very soothing, the chair comfortable, and Henry de 
Blotterscratch fitfully slumbered, to awake as the cloth was re- 
moved to find himself—oh, horror of horrors, with a French crop! 

What could all his ravings do? Certainly not bring back those 
curly raven locks. Dolly insisted he had ordered it, the manager 
took her side, and Blotterscratch left blaspheming. That night a 
)ttidious pal proposed to the booze-seller’s heiress, in his enforced 
thsence, and was accepted. 

so was Henry de Blotterscratch, when two months later he did 
the same to Kitty Vaselini. 

— 
GIRLS OF THE ‘*FRIV.” 
LOOLALIE ELLIOTT. 
In various lands across the sea, 


To which we send our “ HALF,” 
And where it’s read with mighty 


glee 
And many a hearty laugh— 

In various lands live various folk 
Of British birth, who fain 

Would sniff the old familiar smoke 
Of London Town again, 


To these our journal, week by week, 
Such memories sweet recalls 
Of England, that down many a 
cheek : 
Full many a tear-drop falls, 
Though o’er our jokes the weepers 
muse 
Loud laughs in high good spirits : 
And, for their sake, we dare not 
praise 
Miss Elliott as she merits ! 


Should we of all her graces tell, 
And all her powers to please, 
Ten thousand Englishmen who 

dwell 
Tn lands across the seas 
Would all their business claims 
forget, 

And all the claims of home, 
And off to Britain straightway set, 
Athwart the broad sea's foam. 
So, lest we make those men forswear 

Their self-appointed duties, 
We dare not boom this far-most-fair 
Of all Britannia’s beauties! 


fT 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


Lonpres, September 30th, 1893. 
Mons!EUR,—Je euis heureux de vous adresser la photographie 
signée qui vous me demandez, et je vous remercie du spirituel 
diplome que j'ai requ ae votre part. Je l'emporterai comme un des 
souvenirs les plus charmants de ma visite 4 Londres. 
Cordialement, EMILE ZOLA. 


GOLDEN HILu Fort, FRESHWATER, Is.& oF WIGHT, 
October 2nd, 1893. 

DEAR 81R,—The inclosed photograph shows one of the many 
blunders an amateur photographer ix apt to make. A plate was 
expo on a soldier asleep in bed, and the wrong plate, in 
mistake, developed. Finding no image appear it was thought the 
man in bed was a failure. Three weeks later another soldier went 
to have his photograph taken. When this plate was being 
developed behold the babel surprise on seeing the man he had 
taken appear with a pillow protruding from under his jacket, in 
place of his body and legs, and an almost invisible arm and hand 
across his chest, then a faint image of another person's head shows 
up between his arm and body, Of course, it was at once seen that 
two phorograpee had been taken on the same plate, but the way in 
which ditlerent. portions of the tigures appear makes it, I think, a 
good puzzle. MILITARY PUZZLE.—“ Find the sleeping beauty.” 
Hoping to have the pleasure of seeing it in your valuable paper, 

LT remain, yours, A. W. HARDING, 
(Bombadier, R.A.) 


—_——.—_—. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 188.—HE TRIES TO Spoor GILBERT AND SULLIVAN, 


FREELY the wit and the wine did flow, 
For, in tirst-rate form and feather, 
Two fellows, famed through this world below, 
Were enjoying a “ slake ” together. 
And you'd own, if their rollicking lauzhs you heard, 
That they'd just got merry and mellow, 
When into their sitting-room stepped a third— 
And an equilly famous—fellow, 


Sir Arthur Sullivan checked his mirth 
And Gilbert said, with profusion 

Of scowls, “ Ha, scum of the vilest earth! 
What means this ill-timed intrusion?” 

And SLOPER bowed, like a slave or kern, 
And answered, “I begs your pardin ; 

But I've done your honours a darned good turn, 
An’ I thinks I deserves rewardin’ ! 

Awhile ago ve fell out, ye twain, 
An’ I, though my pleadin’ riled you, 

Key’ beggin’ ver tek to be friends again, 
Till at last I hev reconciled you.” 


Then Sullivan ha’'d and Gilbert hem‘d, 
But they knew he was speaking truly ; 
And they cried anon, * You're indeed a demd 
Good fellow, old fel., and duly 
Rewarded by us you shall surely be. 
Just wait till we think it over!” 
And SLOPER he said to himself. said he: 
* By the rood, I'm at last in clover!” 


Awhile they whispered : then Gilbert spake: 
“Friend Sullivan knows, and I know, 
That you'd feel insulted if we should make 
You an offer of filthy rhino. 
But in ne the dixcord between us two 
You displayed a moat kindly spirit ; 
So we'll try, dear friend, and obtain for you ——_" 
Here ALLY uttered a loud “ Hurroo!” 
He could read their intentions through and through : 
They meant to implore the Queen, they two, 
To make hima Knight for his heart so true! 
But his grin was changed to a sad boo-hoo 
As Gilbert continued, “— obtain for you 
The SLOPER ‘ Award of Merit’ !!!” 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpoeonny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, 


THE MOAN OF THE SHOP-SLAVES. 


A GATE there is which opens wide, 

For all who through its portals glide, 

Into those bright Elysian plains 

Where Goddess Pleasure sweetly reigns, 
And sets her guests, while guests they be, 
From care, despair, dejection free : 
But of such blessings what know we? 

For us that gate is closed ! 


E.c, 


A book there is which evermore, 
On those who through its pages pore, 
Bestows the goodliest, godliest gifts 
That mortal man who graveward drifts 
May gain—the Book of Wisdom named ! 
But we, of ignorance though ashamed, 
Shall ne'er be by its aid reclaimed : 
For us that gate is closed! 


A time there is, so saith the sage, 
In different duties to engage. 
A time to work—to sleep—to play : 
Rut we poor drudges, day by day, 
To earn our frugal bread and cheese 
Must quite forego the last of these, 
The opened shop must follow nigh, 
Each morn, upon the opened eye : 
Each night, when shop is closed, we sigh, 
“Tis time our eyes were closed !” 


—— te 


A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 


Mother. Why don't you try and make George go to church with 
you sometimes, Mary ? it’s so much more the thing, you know. 

Married Daughter. 1 got him to go once, mamma, but he mis- 
behaved himself, so I daren’t take him again. 

Mother. My dear child, what did he do, go to sleep in his pew? 

Married Daughter, Oh, worse than that! He put a card 
counter in the collection-plate. 


—_— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


IF a bar be considered ns something ercrssircly hard, is not the 
real refreshment-bar the sausage that’s sold there? 

“Fancy Fairs: Cabmen's charges. 

PRETTI-NESS : Sheerness, 

Y. Distinguish briefly hetween the insect [hella and the board- 
inz-house landlady, A. Dragon-fly—tly dragon. 

TEMPERATE ZONE: The waist of a girl who doesn't like having 
it encircled too often, 

He “Stoops” to Conquer: A bicyclist beating the bike record, 


2 RRA tie 
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A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 
(A TALE OF THE CALM CANAL.) 


_——e-- 


CHAPTER VI. r 

CAPTAIN BRADLEY was as good as his word. He had promised 
to call in to see the baby—and he called often, As often us business 
would allow him the 
gallant captain was at é 
the Longloop Lock, = 
It was a bit to walk, A 
but the Laughing Sal Ee 
was occasionally laid = 
up for want of cargo, 
ane on such perariony ant 
the captain found /. wi3. 3 

tenty of leisure. He ™ 4 it é 

pean, too, to like: -' 
going to Longloop 
Lock for other rea- 
sons than merely to > 
see the baby. There Sst 
was a charm about the . 
way Mary handled 
the child, and her \ 
ee. . Manner 
gradually drew the 
captain's attention to 
Mary's other charms, 
As the captain glanced 
around at the many 
comforts of the 
Somers’s cottage he 
began to retlect on 
the advantages of 
having such a home 
to come to at the cloxe 
of his perilous jour- 
neys on the canal. 
Mrs. Somers was a 
vigorous, kindly body 
who had trained up Mary with a proper idea of the advantages of 
home comforts, and as Mary bustled about the house the captain 
speedily recognised that she would make a good partner to any one 
who could induce her to join him. 

When the idea first occurred to Captain Bradley is not very clear, 
but occur it did. The captain was a modest. man. He was aware 
that he was not a beauty, but he fancied that he had solid 
advantages which might induce a young woman to marry him. 
The captain had been industrious and saving, and had a pretty sum 
in the bank, besides being sole owner of the Laughing Sal, and he 
was conscious that he could afford to have a wife. 

So Captain Bradley proceeded to lay out his lures for the eapture 
of Mary's heart. And he laid them out warily. About a mile from 
Longloop Lock there stood a little cottage, identical with that 
occupied by the Somers ; it was just about tive minutes’ walk from 
the port which was recognised as the proper port of register of the 

Laughing Sal. It wasat this 
port Captain Bradley had for 
many years lodged as oa 
bachelor, and the cottage 
was the place where he pro- 
pozed to become n homeholdar 
and a husband if he could 
manage to properly arrange 
matters. 

On every visit to the Somers 
he carried off mental proto- 

raphs of the interior, He 

ad the little kitchen fur- 
nished in the same way, and 
the little parlour wasa Siamese 
twin of the other. He was 
at pains to drive nails in 
identical spots on the walls 
to correspond with the nails 
on the walls of the Somers’s 
house, and thereon he hung 
pictures and ornaments in 
all respects similar to those 
affected by the Somers’s. 
Then, when he had = got 
everything to his mind— 
when he had a houre so like 
the other that one could 
hardly tell the other from 
which—he was satistied, and 
decided to effect a coup, 

One day he gently insin- 
uated that the young muar- 
chioness should have a drive, and Captain Josiah Bradley 

uested the honour of Mra. and Mary Somers’s company in a 
vehicle. The captain was got up in his nobbiest suit, and his 
neckerchief might have been mistaken for a crumpled Union Jack 
from the glory of its colours. : 

On the return journey the eaptain gave orders to the driver to go 
round by the new cottage, and on arrival there he invited his 
guests to step in. They could not help expressing surprisc at the 
similarity to their own home. 

“ You like it?” said Josiah to Mary. 

“It is very nice,” said Mary. 

“Then stay here,” said the captain. 

“ As housckeeper?” said Mrs, Somers, 

“Yea,” said the captain. 

“Can't be,” said rs. Somers. “ My gal won't be housckeeper to 

' 


> 
m™ 


N. 


The cottaye. 


The Captain decorates the cottage. 


: 
any unmarried man 


“No more she will,” said Josiah. “I'll be the married man.” 
Y Ree 


‘ 


“Ycs!" 


ae) 


“Yon are to be married, Josh Bradley. Who's to have vou? 
said) Mrs. Somers. 
* Mary will, won't ron?’ 
Mary hung her head and blushed, then she said, & Yes.” 
And the third volume of Mary's romance was thus completed, 
(To be continued newt week.) 
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THE “F.O.8S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. A GENTLE HINT. 


Disturbed Lady. Yus; an’ when she comes do + 
street again I'll scratch ‘er eyes out for ‘er—slic’!| .. 
ldon't! 

Hrotector of the Peace, She won't see, if you do, Maiwis. ° 


No. 330.—PRoreSSon FULLER, FOS, 

“Born amphibious. Therefor nel of water-—aml whisky. 

N sit in the latter, Was « 
“Woe much a8 Moet men. of 
igs wickel in particular, 
Has tried todrown self on several occasions, Failed dismally 
at each attempt. Water not taking any. ‘Treats him warmly. 
Though cold to other people, Is a splendid diver, Can dive de, Will you take wine ? 
rom a height of half a mile inte a teacup, Is voing to pay & 


chuikl ones 
things pewnl, 


f ea a “Tlow many a shaft at random sent, 

visit to the moon, From thence will dive inte a pie-dish. oie. Yes: but you wust promise to order nothing stronger than champagne Finds mark the archer little meaut !"—Sevtt 
Expects the experiments may cost him a few pounds, But hopes 

to negotiate a loan, With the man in the moon, Will probably 


die rich, If he can live does not want to die at all, Would FIRE AND FLOOD. 


rather live for ever. Has been askel to raise the ironclwl, 
Vietoria. Want of time alone prevents him undertaking the 
task. Chiefly because he’s a champion diver Fuller was create! 
F.0.8., aml the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him August 
1th, 1893,"— Debrett Improved, 


Sh. Funny piece, is 
He. Don't kuow ; haven't scen it. Generally come tou theatre 
for auap, 


Ny 


i 


MUTT 


Ft | 
K ‘ 


y 


nft below to break his fall—(4) Unluckily the rope was not quite up te Mi 
ight, and parted suddenly. The result was a lovely * fountain and cataract |: 
ght” effect, with wild, rocky language flying about, whilst Masters Tommy 


(1) If there was one thing on carth that old Mr. Burntchil dreaded it was fire. thing se 
Consequently {when wild shouts of warning were raised under his window recently at T's wei 
2 AM. he “sprang from his heathery couch in haste."——(2) And swiftly donning moor 
his home-made lifesaving epparnne 9 stout roof pants with rope and hook and Billy experienced, iu one brief moment, the agonies of a thousand Saturday “Cu! 
attached——(3) He descended with lightning speed aud cat-like agility from his nights,”"——(5) Followed shortly afterwards by such practical tokens of gratitude tor 
beiroom window, to the intense delight of Tommy Whacks and Jilly Birchrod, who his deliverance from the outraged and indignant Mr. B, that they carried the usul- 
had thoughtfully raized the alarm, and, with great presence of mind, placed some- of his estcem abvut them for mawy a loug day afterwards, 


WATCHFUL. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. THE CLOSURE. 


She. If I were a wretched newspaper you miglit take some 
notice of your wife. 
de. M-ycs; have a fresh one every morning. 


Old Gentleman (rather dear). You wou't mind my patane 1° 
window up, nevdain ? an 
Not at all—as soou as my husband has five’ 


Dad, Remarkably cheap, indeed — ail a second 
Z ham 1 see. ; wd Lady 
HATS FOR OCTOBER. Yowh, Oh no, dal; quite new, T assure you. Louise. talking to 
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